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ADVERTISEMENT. : 
7 Nos 
W . - Vos. 


The following very beatutiful and pathetic Poe © 
the production of the Homie HeNRT ERS 
aas writters upon oecafron of the frequent E 

_ grations from Scotland, ore eſpecially from 
Higblands. 

That the publication it may tend to heig ten qr k 
to diffuſe that ſpirit of benevolence and bumanfl, yy, 
towards our diſtreſſed c countrymen, which ſeq ane 
at preſent to be awakened, is the. deſign of ſþ 
preſent publication. And it is earneſtly to ere, 
wiſhed, that it may promote the good end tip's 
which it is now preſented to the Public. 

Copies it appeared, Some time ago, in a m 

ed ferm, the preſent is printed. from that d 
with permiſſion of the amiable and diſtinguiſ 

author, and it will aſſad the reader more þ 

ſure, when be is aſſured that it is entire. 
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22 OO CErTIEN 
Nos patria? fines, et dulcia 2 ar va, 
Nos patriam ſug ima. Virki. 
＋ ee þ BEL LI 3 $352 TRIS S - + 
11 i leave our country and our native plain : 


er by th the margin of ly _— 7 

n L wandered, gurgling, down a Seath clad hill. 

e ancient ſhepherd ſtood oppreſs'd with woe, 

od : hed d che ocean's flood that foam'd below: 3. 

to ere, gently rocking on the riſing tide, 

1 Wuswögted form was ſeen to rids. 
Fonted, well  ween ; for ne'er before, 

touch'd one keel, the ſolitary ſhore; _ 

had the ſwain' rude footſteps ever Ys 

ond the fhelter of his native ſnade. 

Je remaining hairs were'ſitver grey, 

his rongh face had ſeen à better 1. 

und him, bleating, firay'd a ſcanty flock, 

| a few goats o' erhung the neighbouring Web, 
faithful dog his ſorrows ſeem'd to ſhare, 

| trove, with many a trick to eaſe his caro. 


> 
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While o'er his furrow'd cheeks, the altdrops ran” © 
He tun'd his ruſtic reed, and thus began; 
% Farewel ! farewel! dear Caledonia's ſtrani 
Rough though thou be, yet ſtill my native land 
** Exil'd from thee 1 ſeek a foreign ſhore, 
<< Friends, kindred, country, to behold no more 
< By hard oppreſſion driv'n, my.belpleſs age, 
«© That ſhoulde'ernowhave leftlife's buſtling fag 
Is forc'd the oeean's boiſtrous breaſt to brave 
In a far, foreign land, to feek:a — 


And muſt I n thee then, my little cot In 
Mine and my father's p,, but happy lot, | W 
de Where I have paſs'd in annocence away, W 
e Year. after year, ill age bas turn d me grey A\ 


Thou, dear oompenien of: my happier life,“ 
** Now to the grave gone down, my virtuous wiſf I { 
«Twas here you rear'd with fond maternalpridf Fo 
„Five comely ſons: three for their oountry diet Th 
„Two ſtill remain," ſad remnant of the wars, An 
66 Witholit one mark. of honour but their: ſears To 
“They live to {cc their fire denied a grave, Be 
* In lands, his much lov'd children died to ſau To 
* vat ail in peace and ſafety did we live, . 
In peace and ſafety more than wealth can gi 7 
My two remaining boys with ſturdy hands, 
Rear'd the ſcant produce of our niggard land 
« Scant as it was, no more our hearts deſir d, I 

No more from us our gen'rous lord requir'd, A 


i . 559 | 
ran But ah, ſad change! thoſebleſedduys areo'er, 
And peace, content, and ſafety charm no more. 
an} Another lord now rules thoſe — 
and The avarieious tyrant of the plains, | 
Far far from henee he revelz life away, | 
reF In guilty pleaſures,” our, poor means mutt pax. 
The moſly plains, the mountains barren brow, 
ta Muſt now be tortur'd by the rearing pl., 
vet And, ſpite of nature, drops be taught to riſe 
Wich to theſe northern <limes -wiſe Heay'n 
| ee denies, 
dei In vain, with ſweating brow andweary hands, 
We ſtrive to earn the gold our lord demands, 
Whilecold andhunger, andthe dungeon: sgloom, 
J's Await « our failure as its certain doom. 


e, To nun theſe Hs thatthreat my hodey * | 
vil ſcek in foreign lands precarious breads . 
id Forc'd, tho'-my helpleſs age from guilt be pure, 
ie The pangs of baniſh'd felons to endure 
And all-becauſe theſe hands have vainly try'd, 
To force from art what nature has 250 1 
Becauſe my little all will not ſuffice, 
To pay th' inſatiate elaims of avarice. 


inf © In-vain; of richer climates T am told, 

+ | Whoſe hills, arg ren in gems hoe dacame-are 

« be i 
gold, | 

Lam — er Ja roms ai "EEE 
A vale more fertile, nor-a hill more green, 


— 
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| 4:5 Ty | U 
Nor would Heavethis ſweet; thoughhumble cot, 


*. To ſhare the richeſt monarch's envied lot. 2 : 4 
Ol would toHeavenith” alternative were mine, 1 
8 f 


Abroad to-thrive, or here in Want to pine. 
Soon would I Chuſe: but e er to: morrow's fun, | «« 

Has o'er my head his radiant journey run, IR. 
ce I ſhall be robb'd, by what they JUSTICE call, I Ir 


“By legal ruffians, of my little all? 7 
e Driv*n out to hunger, nakedneſs and grief, M 
Without one pitying hand to bring relief. N 


e Then come, oh! ſad alternative to chuſe, 
„ Come, baniſhment, Iwill; no more refuſe, 
< Go where I may, nor billews, rocks, nor wind, M 
Can add of horror to any cortur d mind. Fo 


& On whatToever coaſt I may be thorn; 1 
No. lord can uſe me harder than my own 
<« Even they who tear the limbs and drink the gore, N 
Of helpleis ſirangers, what can they do more: N. 


&« Forthee, in fatiate chief! whoſeruthleſrhand, 
or ever drives me from my native land: 85 
For thee Ileave no greater curſe behind, Tt 
ce Than the fell bodings of a guilty mind; 9 


Or what were harder to à ſoul like thine, ag 
Fo find from avarice thy wealth decline. 


For youmy friends, andneigbbeu be vu 
Who now with kindly tears my fate bewail, 
Soon may our king, whoſe breaſt paternal glo wi hei 
With tendereſt feelings, for his peoples woes, ſhow 


. 5 
Soong may the, rulers of this mighty land, 
To eaſe your forrows ſtreteh the helping band = 
Eiſe ſoon, too ſoon, your hapleſs fate ſnall be 
Like me to ſulfer,. to depart Bike. me. een 


„On your dear native land” 885 whence I. party 

Reſt the beſt bleſſing of ab roken heart, 
, if in ſome future boch the Foc thajt land. 
is hoſtile legions on Britannia) 8 e 

May ſhe not then, th alarm. ſound. in. van, 

Nor miſs her banilk'd thou nds. o on the £45 


Feed on · my Beep for though depriꝰdof me, 

, My cruel foes ſhalt your protectors be; Iflocks 

For their own ſakes; ſhalbpen your-ſlraggling 
And ſave Jour lambkins from the rav ning fox. 


« Feed on my goats; another now: wall drainz | 
re Your ſtreams that: heal diſeaſe and ſoften pain; 
rei No ſtreams alas! can ever ever flow .) 
To heal your maſter's. heart, or. ſoothe his woe. 


6 Feed'on my floeks;: ye harmleſs people feed, 

The worſt that ye can fuffer is to bleed. 

O! that the murderer's tee}; were all my fear! 4 

How fondly would I ſtay to periſh here - 

But hark! my ſons loud call me from the vale, 

And lo! the veſſel ſpreads her ſwelling ſail. 

Farc well Fare well“ Ahilehis hands he wrung. 

nd o'er his erbok in ſpeechleſs ſorrow hung, 
len caſting many a ling'ring look behind, 

eh own the ſteep mountain's brow began to Wild. 
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9 
ODE TO LEVEN WATER. 


Os Leven's barks, while free to rove, 
And tune the rural pipe to love, | 
I envy'd not the happieſt ſwain 
That ever trode th. Areadian plait.. | 
Pure ſtream! in whoſe tranſparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave; 3 
No torrents ſtain thy limpid ſource, 
No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, | 
That ſweelly warbles o'er its bed, 
With white, round, poliſh'd bes ſpread; 
While, lightly pois'd, the ſcaly. brood. 
In myriads cleave thy chryſtal flood, 
The ſpringing trout, in fpeckI'd pride; 
The ſalmon, monarch of the tide z 
The ruthlefs pike, intent on war; 
The ſilver cel and mottled par, 
Devolving from thy parent lake, 
A charming maze. thy waters make, 
By bow'rs of birch, and groves of pine, 
And hedges, flowr'd with eglantine. ü 
Still on thy banks, ſo gaily green, 
May num'rous herds and flocks.be lern 1 
And laſſes, chanting o'er the pail ; 
And ſhepherds, Piping in the dale; | 
And ancient faith, that knows no dale, 
And induſtry imbrown'd with toil ; | 
And hearts reſolv'd, and hands. prepar 5 
The bleſſings they enjoy to guard! Ln 14 
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